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speak of him as being her dear old friend, and
would come to him for counsel, as often as not
eschewing that counsel and refusing to listen to
him.

" You are always so solemn/* she would say.

" Life is a solemn thing," he said.

" Not for me," and she would laugh.

She was effervescent: the bubbles in the cham-
pagne of Iife7 the star in its sky. She would
never settle down, she would never become
orthodox or real, she would always be the dragon
fly which skims about on surfaces, and he knew
it.

He did not go too deeply into matters.

Ten years later, when she was twenty-five, and
he past his mid thirties, he received a sudden
litde agonised letter from her. He was at Clifton
at the time, walking in the garden there. It was
his own now. People looked at him admiringly,
and he kept his estate well. The neighbourhood
wondered whom he would marry, and marriage-
making mothers brought their pretty daughters
to tea, and looked at him hopefully. But they
did not realise that Charles was not the marrying
kind. He did not know why but no woman had
ever appealed to him in that way, not even little
Sidonie, when she had lain in his flat in Paris, a
bruised little dragon fly of a child.

They brought the letter to bim when he was
by the lake, watching by strange irony the
dragon flies flitting about in the sunshine. Bronze,
and purple, and lapis-lazuli, glittering against
the dark reeds and die weed which at this time
of the year smeaied the surface of the water.